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The train started. Some of the women amongst us actually looked forward to Pruszkow, remembering the German leaflets which had promised soft beds, clean sheets and warm food there I had no such illusions
We stopped at the small suburban station of Wloch). Se\eral local Polish women, who had organized a relief committee, were distributing bread and coffee to the deportees in the cars The Germans had, for some reason, allowed this good work, conducted e\er since the firet transports to Pruszkow had begun to flow from embattled Warsaw, to be earned on.
The train moved on again A few minutes later we arrived in Pruszkow. The guards opened the doors of the cars, and shouted. "Get outP
A close line of German soldiers, armed to the teeth, guarded the tram. Beyond, some two hundred yards away, there were clusters of people calling to us When a few of them approached us, we saw that they were women wearing the anqjbands of the Polish Red Cross! I could hardly believe it at first.
We stood before a high wall, facing a strong, iron gate, bearing a large number 14* painted white. Some German officers were at the gate, their notebooks in hand, to count the newly-amved prisoners. Inside, behind the gate, they made us stop and wait for a long time* Tlien a sharp voice called to us in correct Polish with but a slight mixture of tie harsh German accent "Barak pittfyl To Barrack 5W
It was around ten in the morning of September 5,1944, when we arrived at Camp Pruszkow. On the way from Gate 14, we were made to pass in single file large cases filled with tomatoes and loaves of bread cut in quarters German soldiers handed to each person three tomatoes aad a quarter of a loaf, I could not bring myself to accept the food.
Perhaps h?lf a mile away, the huge bulk of Barrack 5 loomed ominously ahead of us.